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THERE's a ſomething in kifling—T cannot telk 
why, 
Makes my heart in a tumult jump more than breaſt 
high : 
For nine times in ten, 
So teazing, 
And plealing, 
We find thoſe rude creatures—the dear kiſſing men, 
That we wiſh it repeated again, and again! 


Tho' a kiſs ſtop my breath, oh! how little care I, 
Since a woman at ſome time or other muſt die! 
For nine times in ten, 
So teazing, 
And pleafing, 
We find thoſe rude creatures the dear kiſſing men, 
That we wilh it repeated again, and again! 
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n ume at al polnts ts by dame Nature, The 

= As Maiden=>Miſe=Widow=or Wile! v 

In ber bloom, ev'ry glance ſhe ſhoots thro' you ; 

=_ Even after herlarum's well Rrung — Not 

—_— Ard jure is that force to ſubdue you, <- _ -B 
Which 3 tongue! If a 
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—_— firenw/et that flow'd round her cot, * 
I =. All the charms of my Emily knew; 

_ How oft has its courſe been ſorgot, 
wulle it paus d, her dear image to woo! 
Believe me, the fond filver tile 

P 
Fier filentiy ſwelling with pride— 

* n ber back to on (cies! 
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I 1 come thou playful minion, - 11 

= Greet with whiſpers ſoft mine ear! : 
Hence! each breeze of ruder piniunn, b 
Tell me I have nought to fear! tio 


Gently, Zephyr, wing bim over, | : 4 

Tho J ee eee 1 1 hk BM 

"With the hreath of ſome young be, | 
-Waft him to his native ſhore? 
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IN the world's crooked path where I've been, 4 

© There. to ſhare of life's gloom my poor part, 
The bright ſun-ſhine that ſoſten'd the ſcene 

Was —a ſmile from the girl of my heart oh 


Not a ſwain when the lark quits her neſt, . ME 
But to labour with glee will depart, | WE 

If at eve he expects to be bleſt RW 
Wich —a mile from the girl of his heart * 


Come then croſſes and cares as they may. 
Let my mind ſtill this maxim * £4774 
That the comfort of man's fleeting da 
' -I8—a fmile from the girl of his he 
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N Freedom's happy land 
My taſk of duty done, 85 
With Miss s. light-hearted bang 


Why not the lowly Woodman r | | 3 
On Freedom's happy land, ee, c. 


Tho' Fortune s ſmiles our groves forſake, 

Mirth may be left behind ; 
For wealth can neither give, nor tale | | 
This treaſure of the mind! 1 1 
. . On Freedom's happy land, © 


Coe, Cheerfulneſs, with blithſome sait, 
Trip by the peaſant's fide; 
| While Care—in cold, and ſullen Kate, 
Sits on the brow of pride. 
On Freedom's happy land, Ve, c. 
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XII beart is as honeſt and brave. as the beſt, 

1 My body's as ſound: as a roach?!7? 

_ Tb i in gay ſangled garments I never was dreſt, | 

_ or ſack up my nab in a c,“? :; 

If — refuſes to flow with my fiream, 2 "Il 
My ſacks with her riches to Hl, 


Why ſurely 'tis Fortune alone that 3 to blame— | 
And 55 honeſt Bes of the Mill. 


My breaſt is as artleſs, and blithe as my ay, 
From my cottage Content never flies: f 
She is ſure 40 reward the fatigue of the ws | 
And I knees how to value the priae: 

| Would at I that J love, then, but Live . 
© The world it may wag a8 ft will; 

5 OY defy the firſt Squire, or Lord of the Land, 
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| Ol. fear not my courage, prov d aver add over, 
Your ſoldier will rout each impertinent lover; 
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preſence fly, 


retty high? 
With wide ſpreading charms like — Late of 
- Fillar kn BY 
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ney, 
ber . oh! liſten. to nane of the barney,. 

f iib a row dew, Se. 
Your * lad is come gall ing to you, 
Oh! : the Salmon 2 8 3 to his flight to pur- 
du wu. 
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With a row dow, Cc. 


With a row-dow! TI guard you—the foe ſhall 
your | 
Who to fall in love here—mult have tunobled, faith 


'You 


45) 185 


Tour ſhort date. of beauty—yout- oy Jong 


2 contraſting, 


Like our. own e 4 Cayewa, will prove ever- 


lire aye 
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WEET inm ate—Sen/ibility 
Ho pure thy tranſports ow, | 
When even grief that ſprings from thee, 
Is luxury in woe! 
Without thee—ethere's the ſigh of ve, 
Dr bluſh by grace refin'd ?— 
© Where Frieadſhip's ſacred tear to e 
The triumph of the mind ? 


wk With a row . Sc. 
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12 > Cowon a lack a day! 
F would not for the land I hold, 
Nor ſacks brim-full of | Britiſh bo. 
. My truſt betray: | 
TII rk deed for no man! 
My maxim is, to do my beſt, 
To make each creature round me den — 
Much more —a helpleſs Woman; : 


AIR.—-Mr. Cox box. 


| 7 ISi n vain for ſuceour calling, 


Hope no more my boſom cheers 
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They fill our French hearts with good cheer, 
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Cruel Fate that bliſs : a a 3 * 

With her ſcroll of joyleſs yan! My Ti 

Come, deſpair ! and diſtraction! confound me 1 
Add ſtill to my life's wretched load; 


5 9 while your mix'd horrors farround me, 
This deſert of wildneſs ſhall be my abode : 
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Sung by Mr. Concvon. | | 


Y comrades, ſo famiſh'd and queer, 
Hear the drums how they jollily beat ! 


Altho' we have nothing to cat. 


Rub 4 dub. 
12 chonus OF SOLDIERS. N » 
Nothing to eat Rub a dub, | 
Rub a dub—we have nothing to eat! | 


Then, bark to the merry-ton'd fife— 

_ To hear it will make a man younger; 

I tell you, my lads, this is life ; 1 

For any one dying with hunger. 
CHORUS OF SOLDIERS. . 

Dying with hunger—Toot a tvot, 

| Toot a toot—we' are * with hunger! ! 


The foe to inſpire. you to Mg Bn ; PHY 
Only liſt to the trumpet, fo chrill! | JR 
Till he enemy's kill'd we can't eat; r 
Do the e may eat all oe ; kill. IE 
Ran ia ran, 3 > 
E On. ' Hon 
We'll est all we kill—Ran ta ran! { 
Ran ta ran—we may eat all we kill! WE 
AR has ſtill its melody _— pf SEES 
When blows come thick and arrows 11. n 
When the ſoldier marches oer 1% RR 
The crimſon field, knee-deep in gore; N . f 95. 
By carnage, and grim death ſurrounded, e 
And groans of dying men confounded; " ll : 
If the warlike drum he hears, | 1 
And the ſhrill trumpet ſtrikes his ears, 1 : 3 
Rous'd by the ſpirit-ſtirring tones, i138 Wh 
Muſic's influence he owns ; 11 
His luſty heart beats quick and 1 —.— 1 
War has ſtill its melod7! AN f $2 ; A 
But when the hard-fought day is . G 
And the battle's fairly won; . 38 4 N 
Oh! then he trolls the jolly nete, r 
In triumph, thro” his ruſty throat: ä 
And all the ſtory of the ſtrife „ as 
He carols to the merry fife. „ 
His comrades join, their feats to tell; 2 
The chorus then begins to ſwell :* & (88 
Loud martial muſic rends the ſky !— : 2130 
This is the ſoldier's melody !— _. Ke 
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Sung & Mi WIS. 
ds My Zelica, now,” 
1 Tremble to think that my ſoldier's fo bold, 
To ſee with what danger he gets all his gold; 


Yet, danger all over, 'twill keep out the cold, 
And we ſhall be warm when we're marry'd. 


For riches, tis true that I covet them not, 
- Unleſs tis to better my dear ſoldier's lot; 
And he ſhall be maſter of all I have got, 


The very firſt moment we're marry d. 


My heart, how it beats! but to look to the 6s 

In chk, when. my father will give me away; 

But that I ſhall laugh at, I've beard many ſay, 
A dap or tuo after we're e noon 
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Sung by Mr. Prnnrt, ö 
4 (Old Iriſh. tune.) | 
Wo ! the | was ſad, ok my love and 


1 Beli h ſhighna oh ! 
As I kiſs'd off her — I was nigh broken-hearted, 
Savournna, &c. 
Wan was her check, which hang, on my ſhoulder, 
Damp was her hand—no marble was colder ! 
I felt that I never again ſhould behold her, 
Savournna, &c. 


When the word of command put our men int 


motion, 
Savournna, &c, 


W 
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0, I buckled my y knapſack to croſs the wide ocean, | 


Savournna, &c. 
Briſk were our troops, all roaring like thunder ! 
Pleas'd with the voyage—impatient for plunder ; 


My boſom with-grief, was 5 almoſt torn aſunder. 
Savournna, &c.. 


Long I fought for my country, far from my true 


Savournna, &c. llove; 


All my pay, and by booty, I hoarded for you love; 


vournna, &c. - 
Peace was proclaim'd ; eſcap N from the . 
Landed at home —my ſweet girl I ſought her ;— 


But ſorrow, alas! to her on m_ had brought ber. 
Savournna, Kc. e 
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OU'D you to battle march away, 
And leave me here complaining r? 
Im ſure twould break my heart to ſtay, 
When you were gone campaigning, 
Ah! non, non, non, | 
Pauvre Madelon 
Cou'd never quit her rover; 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon _ 
Wou'd go with you all the world over. 


Mr. Barts. 


Cheer, cheer my love, vou ſhall not grieve: 
A ſoldier true you Il find me: | 
Iſhou'd not have the heart to lese 


7 % 


"My little girl behind me. 
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Pauvre Madelon, e eee 
Shou'd never quit her rover; 
Ah! non, non, non, | 


* © _ » Pauvre Madelon, 4 
— Shall go with me all the world over. | 
3 n | Mr. BaTtzs. 3 He 
Aud can. you to'the battle go,, 
© To woman's fear a ſtranger? 
No fear my breaſt will ever know, - 
But when my love's in danger. 


Ah! non, non, non, A, 4 
Pauvre Madelon. e 
Will go with you all. the world over. 


: * * 


Than let the world jog as it will, 
Let hollow friends forſake us 
We both ſhall be as happy ſtill 224 
As warand leve'can make us. 057 
Ah! non, non, non, . 
Shall never quit ber rover; 
| "Ah? non, non, non, 
. Pauvre Madelon n, 


Shall go with f Ag f all ehe world over. 
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OUND, found, in ſeleinn trains and ſlow; 
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Bid the hollow trumpets blow ; | 

In dead ned tones, alear, firm, and low ; 
For ſee ! the patriot Heroes came. 

Recorded ſtill in future years, „ 

Green in a nation's gratitude and tears. = 

Peace to the heroes, peace! who yield their blood, 


And 


| Peace to their noble ſouls ! their bodies Ge, | 
Their fame ſhall flouriſh lang in memory! 


: 


| In the camp at night ſhe lies, 
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periſh, nobly, for their country's good! n 


Se by Miſs WIS. 1353 
* | f 


ITTLE thinks the townſman's wiſe, 
While at home ſhe tarries, | 
What muſt be the-laſs's ile : 
Who a ſoldier marries. _ 
Nor with weary marching, ſpent, | 
Dancing now before the tent— 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la,  \ 
With her jolly ſoldier. 


Wind and weather fcorning ; | b 
ny griev'd her love muſt riſe, Men 
And quit her in the morning; | _ 


But, the duubtful ſkirmiſh done, + 3h 
Blithe the ſings at ſet of ſun, = - I 


Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 4 


With her Jolly ſoldier. OS — 15 


Shou'd the Captain of ber dear, LY 8 


Uſe his vain endeavou r,, 1 


0 hiſpering nonſenſe in her car) 


Tee band hearts to fever, 5 
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_—}  - eee . 1 
— — Laughing thus, ſhe'll put him off,.— 
—_} Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, | 
_ For her jolly ſoldier! 


_ Xx | | by 
GRAND chonbs. 


Eagle. 

EAR our Engliſh banner high, 

In token preud of victory! 

Where er our god of battle ſtrides, 

EE Whercer the Engliſh warrior rides, 
May laurel'd conqueſt grace his 1 | 

30 | French. ; 0 
vet on the victor's heart let truth engrave, | 
That heaven born Mercy beſt becomes the , 


; 1 | | _ #Þngliþb. ö . 
N | Rear, rear the Engliſh banner high, ER 

In token proud of fa f Wa _ 

2 JACK THE GUINEA FIG. 5 


3 7 N THEN the anchor's weigh'd, and ſhip's un- 


- * 


= moor'd, 

Al nd landſmen lay behind, un, ©. 
* ; I ᷑ be failor, joyful, müpe on board, 
(HM And fwearing prays for a wind, fir. 


\. Towing here, yeoing there, 
Steadily, readily; chertily, OE" 
Still from care and thinking wy > 
# 0 8000 life at 220 


1 


< 2 13 * 


ben v we fait with a freſh'ning pals, 75 
And landſmen all grow ſick, fir, 
The _ lolls with his mind ay _ 
And and can go quick, fir, 
| 8 guaſſing there, 
Steadily, So. 
the wind at night whiſtles o'er SIS 
And ſings to landſmen dreary, 
The ſailor, fearleſs, goes to ſleep, 
Or takes his watch moſt cheerly. 
Boozing here, Jnoozing there, 
Steadily, Fc. 


When the ſky grows black and the wind blows ard; 
And landſmen ſkulk below, fir, 
Jack mounts up to the top-main-yard, | 

6 And turns his quid as he goes, fir. 

Hawling here, bawling there, 

42 5 HSͤreadihy, Cc. | 


When the foaming waves run mountains vich, 
And landſmen cry 6 all's gone, - fir,” 
The failor hangs twixt ſea and . F 
And he jokes with Davy Jones, fir, 
Daſbing here, claſhing there, 
+, - Steadily, We. . 
When the ſhip, d' ye ſee, becomes a wreck, | 
Arid landſmen hoiſt the boat; fir, ö 
The ſailor ſcorns to quit the deck, 
n « lingle plank's afloat, fir. 
Swearing here, tearing ibere, 
Steadily, Oe. 


; =_ by MriTrazzs. 3 in 8 of Calais. 
HEN I was at home, I was mefry and friſky, 

| My dad kept a pig, and my mother fold 
" whiſky; ' 
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Myÿ bined was rich, but wou'd never be edſy; 


Til I was inliſted by Corporal Caſey.— 

Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Or porn Caſey! 
My dear little Shelah, I thought wou'd run eraey, 
When I trudg 'd away with tough Corporal Caſey! 


I mart d from Kilkenny, and as I was thinking 
On Shelah, my heart in my boſom was ſinking: 
\ But, ſoon I was forc'd to 1 freſh as a daiſey, 
For ſear of a drubbing from Corporal Caſey !— 

Och! rub à dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey ! a 
The devil go with him! I ne'er could be lazy, 

He ſtuck in my ſkirts ſo, ould Corporal Caſey. 


We went into battle, I took the blows fairly 
That fell on my pate, but they bother'd me rarely ; 
And who ſhou'd the-firſt be that dropt? why, au't 
pleaſe ye, 
It was my good friend, honeſt Corporal Caſey ;j— 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey. 
_- ThinksI you are quiet; and 1 ſhall be eaſy, 
| So eight years I fought without Corporal Caſey. 
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ALONE BY THE LIGHT OF THE MOON. 
Set by Mr. Hoox.— Sung by Mr. Coxcoon, 


or” day is departed, and round from the cloud 
The moon in her beauty appears 


The voice of the nightingale warbles «FU 


— The muſic of love in our ears. 
Maria appear, now the ſeaſon fo ſec 
With the beat of the heart is in tune; 
The time is fo tender for lovers to meet, 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


9 
2 5 
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(099.5) 
I cannot when preſent unfold whe I feel; 
I ſigh can a lover do more? | | 
Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 
Yet I think of her all the day o'er. 
Maria! my love, do you long for the grove? | 
Do you figh for an interview ſoon? 
Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove 
Alone by the light of the moon? | | 


Your name from the ſhepherds whenever I hear, 
My boſom is all in a glow ; 

Your voice, when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro' mine ear, 
My heart thrills—my eyes overflow. 

Ye pow'rs of the ſky, will your bounty divine 
Indulge a fond a lover his boon ? : 

Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine, 
Alone by the light of the n 6 


1 THE SHIPWRECK. 
iner and compoſed by Mr. Didi. 


VERT yon omen, gracious Heav'n, 
. The ugly ſcud; 5 

By riling winds reſiſtleſs driv n, f 
Kiſſes the flood. 

How hard the lot for Saflors'caſt, 
That they ſhould roam, 

For years to periſh thus at laſt, © 

In ſight of home: 


For if the coming gale we mourn, 
A tempeſt blows, | 
Our veſſel's ſhatter d ſo and torn, 
That down ſhe goes. 
, B 


1 
* 
4 


, a 
— — — * * 
- «+ 


2 


o 


ry. 


The tempeſt comes while nieteors rel Ah 
| Portentous fly, ; Yo 
| And now we touch old Ocean's bed, W 
Now reach the ſky. N Ye 
on fable wings, in gloomy flight, | Ar 
4 Friends ſeem to wait, by 
To ſnatch us in this dreadſul night, ; _ 
Dark as our fate. . 3 50 
Unleſs ſome kind, ſome pitying pow'r | 
Should interpoſe; - 
She labours ſo within this hour, 5 
Down ſhegoes? ß: . 
But ſee, on roſy . borne | 
O'er the mad deep, i | 
Reluctant beams the 3 morn, 
With us to weep. 
Deceitful ſorrow, portals ———— WW 
. _ Dreadful to think; | 5 
The morn is ris'n in endleſF night, 
Our hopes to fink— 


She ſplits—ſhe parts through ſluices driv'n, 
The water flows; 


Adieu, ye friendw—Have mercy, heav'n'! . 4 
: — Flom. 


Surg by Mr Davis, in the SyoiL'p C Hb. 


INCE, then Im doom' d this ſad reverſe to prove, 
To quit each object of my infant care; 


Torn from an honour'd parent's tender love, 


| And . the keeneſt, keeneſt ſtorms of fate to 


| „ -190 
Ah! forgive me, pitied let me part, 3 
Your frowns too ſure, wou d break my ſinking heart. 
Where'er I go, whate'er my lowly ſtate, 
Yet grateful mem'ry {till ſhall linger here! 
And when, perhaps you're muling o'er my fate, 
You Rill may greet me with a tender tear. : 
Ah! then forgive me, pitied let me part, 
Your frowns too ſure, wou'd break my finking Ert. 


\ 


Sung by Mr. TyaREL, in No Song No Supper, 
ritten and compos'd by Mr. Dispix. 8 
5 Sailor's life's a life of woe, 
He works now late now carly, 
Now up and down, now to and fro, 
What then, he takes it cheerly ; 
Bleſt with a ſmiling can of grog, 
* - If duty call, ſtand, riſe, or fall, 
To fate's laſt verge he'll jog, 
The cadge to weigh, , 
The ſheets belay, | 
He does it with a wiſh, 
7 To heave the led. 
Or to cat-head, * 
The 'rous anchor fiſh. 3 1 
or while the grog goes round, 0 9 1 
9 5 All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 2 1 
We deſpiſe it to a man. 3 
Mie fing a little, and laugh a little, 
| And work a little, and fear a little, 
And fiddle a little, and. foot a little, 


And feoig the flowing cann. | 
If ' howling winds and roaring ſeas, ; a RR 
Give proof of coming danger, 1 
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F We view the ſtorm, our hearts at eaſe, 13 
* 2 For Jack's to fear a ſtranger. | 
3 ; Bleſt with the ſmiling grog we BY» 3 7 
3 Where now below-wrw. 3 | 
B | x We headlong go, . . 
3 Nov riſe on mountains len, 7 
* | | Spite of the gale, - 9 | 
— | We hand the ſail, Ms os io 
4 5 Or take the needful rief, | | 
Or man the deck, 
JI uo clear ſome week, | 
T0 give the ſhip relief. 
Though perils threat around, > 
All ſenſe of danger's drown' d, | 
We deſpiſe it to a man. 1 
Ve fong a lle Oe. 


But yet think not our caſe is hard, 
Tho' ſtorms at ſea thus treat us, 
For coming home, a ſweet reward, 
With ſmiles our ſweethearts greet us; 
No too, the friendly grog we * 
Our am'rous toaſt, | 
Her we love moſt, 
And gaily ſing and lau; gh. | . 
| The ſails we furl, b 
Then, for each girl, 
The petticoat diſplay, 
The deck we clear, 
"Then three times cheer, 
* we their charms ſurvey, 
And then the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man. 
We ng a Nog Ge. 


* 


"2 hs ky 


| | : | ( -21 } 
p Sung by Mr, Concpon, in No Song No Supper. 
He happily my life I led, 
Without a day of ſorrow, 
To plough and ſow, 
. To reap and mow, 
No care beyond the morrow : 
In heat, or cold, in wet or dry, 
I never grumbled, no, not 1; 
My wite, 'tis true, 
Loves words a few, 
What then, I let her prate ; . 
For ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, 
I found myſelf till rich enough, | 
In the joys of an humble ſtate. 


But when with law I craz'd my bead, 
I loſt both peace and pleaſure, 
Long ſays to hear, 
10 ſearch and ſwear, 
And plague beyond all meaſure, 
One grievance brought another on, 
My debts increaſe, my ſtock is gone; 
My wife the ſays ' 
Our means "twill raiſe, 
What then, tis idle prate, 
For ſometimes ſmooth, &. 


\ 
———— 


Sung by Miſs Wenn, in No Song No Supper. 


IIHF lowly ſuit, and plaintive ditty, 
VV HI call the tender mind to pity, _ 
My friends are gone, my heart is beating, 
And chilling poverty's my lot; 
From paſſing ſtrangers aid entreating, 
| I wander thus alone forgot: 


C ( 22 ) 
Relieve my woes, my wink diſtreſſing, 
And Heay'n reward you with it's bleſſing. 


Here's tales of love, and maids forſaken; 
Of battles fought, and captives taken; 


The jovial tar, ſo boldly failing, 


Or caſt upon ſome diſtant ſhore, 
The hapleſs bride his loſs bewailing, + 

And fearing ne'er to lee him more! 
Relieve my woes, &c. \ 


> 74 


'D UE T. | 
Tang by Mr. Coxcvox and Mrs. Dieu. | 


Think I'll venture to furmiſe,” 
I know who'll ſpeak the firſt, 
You think, no doubt, you're wondrous wiſe, 
Before Tll tpeak 1 
Depend upon't you'll have the worſt, 
you your tongue keep in? 
Yes, when ſhall we begin 4» 
When I hold up my thumb. 
Agreed, Ke now, now take heed 
When I hold up my thumb. 
Agreed. Tm filent—mum, 8 
Mum, mum. 18 . | 


: 
46 m 1 , : 7 ? 
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Surg by Mr. Tir, in No Song No Supper. 


EE years a ſallor's life I led, 

And 4 b'd the roaring ſea, © 
For why her foes ſhould England'dread, 
Whilſt all her ſons are free; 


I 
4 


% 
: 
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From France and Spain to earn my bread, | 


I thought it fair d'ye ſee, 


And if a ſhot had ta'en my head, 


Why there was an end of me. 


A med'cine ſure for grief or care, | 


I ſteer'd my courſe to find, 
Thenceforth-an eaſy ſail to bear, 
And run before the wind: 


Their conj ring {kill let doctors boaſt, 


And noſtrums of their ſhop, 


Wbere'er we ſearch from coaſt to coaſt, 


There's none like the golden drop. 


For gold we ſail the world around, 
And dare the tempeſts rage, 


For when the ſparklers ence are ſound. 


They'll ev'ry ill aſſuage. I 


* *Twixt Jew and Chriſtian, not a fig 


Of diff*'rence here we find; 


| The Jew no loathing has to pig. 


If "tis of the Guinea kind. 


Sung by Miſe Weas, + in No Song No Supper. 


CROSS the downs'this morning, 
As betimes I chanc'd to g0; 
A ſhepherd led his flock abroad, 
All white as driven ſnow, ö 
But one was moſt the ſhepherd's care, 
A lamb fo ſleek, ſo plump — fair, 


Its wond'rous W in a word, 


To let you fairly know, © 
Twas ſuch as Nelly from the fi "ny 


Took If not long ago. 
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. 
This lamb was blithe as midſummer, 
His frolic gambols play d, 
And now ef all the flock N 
The pretty wanton ſtray d; 
A wolf — watch'd with. greedy eyes, 
Ruſh'd forth and ſeiz d the tender prize; - 
The ſhepher'd ſaw, and rais'd a Kone, 1 
So round, fo large I vow, 
"Twas like the cake that Nelly laid 
2 — — 1 juſt now. 3 
his monſtrous ſtone the 5 
And well his aim he — | un. 
Let ſearce the ſavage creature deign' d 
15 Around to caſt a look ; - 
But fled as ſwift with ſootſteps light, / 
As he who brought the wine to-night : 
.Itry'd to ſtop the thief, but he 
Turn'd round iv rage, good lack! 
So mad the lawyer ſcarce can be 
Thats B9 in yooder fack. . 


uf roO MARINER, 
Sung by Mr. Covo pov. I » 


— 


ſtreaming 


| = winds whiſt!'d ſbrilly, chill rain down was 


RY 


When from PET cell where the ſun ne'er had 
beam'd in, 


Won out + wa great age,  preſs'd with bunger and 


g71 
A ſad ſon of Neptune call'd ſorth for relief: 
Give relief to,—oh, give relief to the poor Mariner. 
He tremblingly begg'd, as the affluent paſs'd him, 
The poor mite 3 charity would caſt bim, 


- 


„ 55 
Whil from his dim eyes, hid by darknels thick 
vei 
The big tear puſb'd forth while be told his fd tle! 5 
Give relief to, Kc. 


Theſe eyes oft have ſeen the proud at before me, 
Have ſparkled with joy at he lignal of glory; 
Have ſeen Britain's flag oft to conqueſt alpire, 


Tho' now loſt in darkneſs for want I expire! hs 
Give relief to, &c. 


My life's been expos'd in defence of our laws, 

I've bled at each vein to ſupport freedpm's cauſe; 

The billows of danger have ſtemm'd without dread, 

Now faintly 1 ſtruggle, now beg for * N g 
Give relief to, &c. 


Aſſiſt me, he faid;—the words tremblingly © 
In accents moſt piteous an the vet'ran's tongue; 
When the grim King of Terrors his ſufferings re- 
garded, | 
And ſnatch'd him from hence, to where virtue's re- 
warded ! * 
Death gave relief to, &c. 


. 
In the BATTLE of HEXHAM. 


HEN Arthur. firſt at Court began, 
To wear long-hanging ſleeves ; 
He entertain'd: three ſerving men, 
And all of them were thieves. 1 
The firſt he was an Iriſhman, « 
The ſecond was a Scot; + 
The third he was a Welſhman, 
And all were knaves I wat. 
. * > Tt; * 
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The Iriſbman lov'd Uſqueteugh, A 

The Scat lov'd Ale call'd Blue-cap 3 
The Welſhman he lov'd Toaſted Checſe, 
And made his mouth like a mouſe - trap. 

Viquebaugh burnt the Iriſhman, | 
The Scot was drown'd in Ale; 


The Welchman had like to've been choak'd 


by a mouſe, _ 
But he Fre her out by the tail. 


: THE "WATERY GRAVE. 
Written and ſung by Mr. DiBp1 = 
OULD you hear a ſad flory of woe, 


Tia concerning a tar you muſt know, 
As honeſt as e' er buiſcuit broke ; 


His name was Ben Block, of all men, 
The moſt true, the moſt kind, the moſt knee, 


But harſh treated by fortune, for Ben 
In his prime found a watery grave. 


His place no one ever knew more, 
His heart was all kindneſs and love, 


Tho' on duty an eagle he'd ſoar ; 


His nature had moſt of the dove,” 
He lov'd a fair maiden nam'd Kate; 

His father to intereſt a flave, - © 
Sent him far from his love, where hard fate, 


Plung'd him deep i in a watery rom. 


A curſe on all flanderous ton gues, 
A falſe friend his nature abus'd. 


Aud ſweet Kate of the vileſt of wrongs, 


To poiſon Ben's pleaſure accue'd ; 


_ That tears from a ſtone might provoke, 


( 
That he never ** truly been kind, 
That falſe were the tokens ſhe gave, 


That ſhe ſcorn'd bim, and wild he _ as 
In the ocean a watery grave. 


To be ſure from this cank*rous elf 
The.venom accompliſh'd his end, 

Ben, all truth and honour himſelf, 
SuſpeRed no fraud in his friend. 

Oa the yard, while ſuſpended in air, 
A looſe to bis ſorrows he gave, | 

Take thy wiſh, he cry'd, falſe, cruel f fair, 

And plung'd in a watery grave. 


— 


THE SOLDIER's ADIEU. 
Sung by Mr. Dispix. | 


DIEU, adieu! my only life, 
My honour calls me from thee; 
e thou'rt a ſoldier's wife, 
Thoſe tears but ill become thee ; 
What though by duty I am call'd, 
Where thund'ring cannons rattle, 
Where Valor's ſelf might ſtand appall'd, 
When on the wings of thy true love, 
To heaven above thy tender oriſons are flown, 
The tender prayer thou put'ſt up there, 
Shall call a guardian angel down, 
To watch me in the battle. 


My ſafety thy fair truth hall be, 
As {word and buckler ſerving, 
My life, ſhall be more dear to me, 
Becauſe of thy preſerving ; 
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Let perle come, let horrors threat, | 
Let thund'ring cannons rattle; 
1 fearleſs feek the confliQ*s heat, 


inge of love, * 


* 


— 


To heaven above, &c. 


Enough, with that benignant ſmile 
Some kindred god inſpir'd thee, 
Who faw thy boſom void of guile, 

Who wonder'd and admit'd thee ; 
_ I go aſſur'd, my life adieu! 
Where thund' ring carinons rattle, 
Where murd' ring carnage ſtalk in view, 
When on the wings of une love, 8 
To heaven above, &. 


SOU ARGUMENT: 
on, WELL ALL BE UNHAPPY. TOGETHER, 


WE bipeds made up of frail clay, 
Alas are the children of ſorrow ; 
And though briſk and merry to-day, 

'We all may be wretched to-morrow. 


For ſunſhine's ſucceeded by rain, 


Then fearful of life's ſtormy weather, 


| Left pleaſure ſhould only bring pain, 


Let us all be unhappy together. 


I grant the beſt bleſſing we know, 
Is a friend, for true friendſhip's a treaſure, 


And yet, leſt the friend prove a foe, 
Oh taſte not the dangerous pleaſure : 


mm 
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Thus friendſhip's a flimſy nm 
Thus riches and health are a bubble, 
Sure there's. nothing delightful but care, 
Nor any thing pleaſing but trouble. 


Tf a mortal would point out that life, 
That on earth would be neareſt to heaven, 
Let him, thanking bis ſtars, chuſe'a wife 
To whom truth and honour are given: 
But honour and truth are ſo rare, 

And horns, when they're cuttiag, ſo tiogle,. 
That with all my reſpe&to the fair, | 
/ I'd adviſe him to figh and live ſingle. . 


It appears from theſe premiſes plain, 

That wiſdom is nothing but folly, 
That pleaſure“s a term that means pain, 

Aud that joy is your true melancholy.. 
That all thoſe who laugh ought to cry, 
That *ris fine triſk and fun to be grieving, 
And that, fiance we mutt all of us die, 
We ſhould. tafte no enjoyment while living. 


- 
T7 


SONG. 
5 _ By Mr. Dinvix.. 
B Backs rAx lov'd the gentle Anna, 


| Conſtant as purity was ſne, 

Her honey words, like ſucc'ring manna, 
Cheer'd him each voyage he made to lea. 

One fatal morning ſaw them parting, 
While each the othe1's ſorrow dry'd, 

| They, by the tear that then was Rartio; 

Vow'd to be conſtant till they died. 
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x At Aiftance from his now's beauty, 
While howling witids the fey deform, - 
| Ben fighs, and well perfornis his duty, 
And braves for ive the frighted ſtorm. g 
Alas ! in vain the veſſel batter'd, Jas 
Oa a rock ſplitting, . epens wide, 
While lacerated, torn and ſhatter'd, 
Ben thought of Anna, figh'd, and died. 


The ſemblance of each charming feature, 
That Ben had worn around his neck, 
Where art ftood ſubſtitute for nature, 
A tar, his friend, ſav'd from the wreck. 
In fervent hope, while Anna burning, | : 
Bluſh'd as ſhe wiſh'dto be a bride, ' : | 
| The portrait came—joy turn'd to mourning, - 
She ſaw, grew pale, fell down, and died! 
Sung by Mrs. Davis, in the Sy011'd CHILI. 


" AM a brilk and fprightly lad, 
Bee But juſt come home from ſea, Sir 3 
Of all * lives I ever led, < 
A ſailor? s life for me, Sir. 
„ e,; yeo, yeo, 
— 9 4 the boatfwain pipes all "aj 
: With yes, yeo, yeo, yen, yeo, Sir. 


- What gi but loves the merry tar, 
We oer the occan roam, Sir: 
I ein clie we find a port, wa 
Ia ev'ry. pa} # home, Sir. SBS 
Teo, yeo, We, 


But when our country's foes are nigb, 
Each haftens to his gun, Sir; 
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We make the boaſting Frenchrhen fly, 
And bang 1 haughty Don, Sir. | 
I eo, yeo, Se. 3 


Our foes tubdu-d-once more on ſhore, 
We ſpend our caſh with glee, Sir, 
And when all's gone, we drown our care, 
And out again to ſea, Sir. | 
| "IM Jed, So. 


— 


CHARMING KITTY. 
Sung by Mr. In cLspo, at Vauxhall. Fo 


HO” many a nymph may claim my ſong, | 
For ſhape and grace, and features handſome, * 
Vet, Kate, ſuch charms te thee belong, 
As well zs are worth a monarch's ranſom, 
And had I India's wealth in ſtore, 
I'd ſhun with joy the court or city; 
And live ſequeſter'd evermore, 
With thee ſweet maid, my charming Kitty. 


1 


I many an acre, Kate, can boaſt, 
Large tracts of land, and golden treafure ; 
Then come, ſweet girl, I love thee moſt, 
I'M lay it at thy feet with pleaſure. 
For ho Pll e'en the ſex reſign, 
Ihe fair, the brown, the gay, the witty; 
If thow'lt be mine, and only mine, 
Sweet ruſtic maid, my charming Kitty. 


Then leave the ſhepherds, bonny Kate, 
Lay by the crook, each care give over; 
And let me henceforth on thee Walk— 
A taſk how pleaſing to a lover! 
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| My life Vil dedicate to thee, 


4 4 


And fing thee oft a tender ditty ; 


If thou'lt conſent to live with me, 


Sweet ruſtic * my n * 


POOR TOM : 
OR, THE SAILOR'S EPITAPH, 
By Mr. Dinpin. 


ERE, a ſheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowliog, 
The darling of our crew, 

No more he*il hear the tempeſt howling, 

For death has broach'd him too. 
His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 

His heart was kind and ſoft, 
Faithful below he did his duty, 
And now he's gone aloft. 


Tom never from his word departed,. 


And then he'd fing fo blyth and jolly— 


His virtues were ſo rare; N 
His friends were many and true - hearted, 

His Poll was kind and fair. 
Ah! maay's the time and oft; by 
But mirth is turn'd to melancho!y, 

For Tom is gone aloft. 


Vet ſhall poor Tom find pleaſant weather, 
When He who all commands, 


Shall give, to calllife's crew together, 


The word to pipe all hands: 


. Thus death, who kings and tars ee 


Tom's life has vainly doff d; 
For though bis body's undef batches, 
His * is gone _ | 


— 
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an LITTLE BLIND BEGGAR BOY. : 
By Mr. J. Crx0s8,” 


EAR the Jaws of a priſon in whoſe a 
loom, | 

"Diſeaſe fat by Penury's fide, 1 

And the culprit with terror broods over his doom, 

A child of diſtreſs ſadly figh'd ; | 

Adown his wan cheeks ſlowly trickled the tear, 
Bereft was his boſom of oy, 

« And alas ! I am driven'almoft to deſpair ; 157 
Cry'd the poor little blind Beggar Boy)! 


« My father whoſe labour provided each meal, 
66 424 to poverty oft gave telief, | 
« In theſe walls is confin'd, by hearts harder than 
«6 Reel, l 
* And my mother's been mondiafi by gr TY : 
The infant cottpanions, who oft were my 1 
«© No longer their friendſhip employ, 
% And the miſery—light hearted pleaſure derides, 
Ok the poor little blind Beggar Boy. | 


The Debt which alas! a falſe friend made him 
« owe, 7 | 

« Robb'd my parent bf liberty” 8 den. 

« Each moment he breathes is imbitter*d with woe 
«© And nought but misfortune he meets: 

% Each ſlender refreſhment's from charity's ſtore, 
„Or famine his ſpan would deftroy, _ 

« And alas! that kind hand that reliev'd, is no 


et more, 


| d the poor little blind Beggar Boy. 
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Thus mournful he pleaded, when ſudden as thou abt 
This tale near depriv'd him of breath, 


3 That his father was gone, and bis f pres had fought. 


For peace in the boſom of death: 


He ruſld (for affeQon each ſenſe did inſpire) | 


To his cell, every means to employ . 
To revive hit, then claſping the corpſe of his fire 


Died the poor blind Beggar B07. 


8 SONG in 1 cn a n. 
| Intreduetd by Mr. Trrxzi, in the Woopmax. 


I was an Iriſh lad Ek: 

Who lov'd a * Nun, N 

| And it made him very ſad, 

5 For what was to be done: 
n thought — was a big ſhame, a moſt confounded 

Ain, 

That — get out at al, and he could nct 
„ 

Let he went every day, be cou'd do bing more, 
TFet be went ev'ty day to the Convent door, 
And he ſung ſweetly, Smalilou, Gramacfee, and 

FTFraddy-whack. ts 


Jo catch a glympſe of her 
He play'd thouſand tricks, 
be bolts he tried to ſtir, 
And he gave the walls ſome kicks; 
e ſtamp'd, and rav'd, and figh'd, and 78. and 
many times he ſwore, 5 
Vet he went every day, he made it A rule, 
Yet he ., 2 look d like a fool, 
And be ſuns, e. * 
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One morn ſhe left her bed | 
Becauſe ſhe could not ſleep, | WE. 5005 
And to the window ſped, 1 . - 
| To take a little peep, | 8 
And what did ſhe do then 7 I'm ſure you 1 think it = 
right, | . 
She bade the honeſt Lad good day, and ſhe % hd 
the Nuns good night: _ 
Tenderly ſhe liſten 4 to all he had to ſay, 
Then jump d into his arms, 1 To OY ran away, 
And they ſung, Kc. « "I 


SONG in the PICTURE. of bak, 


Introduced by. Mr. Tvzzzt, in the Woopman, 


HE turban'd turk who ſcorns the world, 
May ſtrut about with his whiſkers curbd, 
Keep a hundred wives under lock and key, | 
For nobody elſe but himſelf to ſee: 8 ? 
Yet long may he pray with his Alcoran, | | 
Before he can love like an Iriſhman. 


The gay Monſieur, a flave no more, 

The ſolemn Don, and the ſoft Signor, | £ 
The Dutch Mynbeer, ſo ſull of pride, . 
The Ruſſian, Prufſian, Swele beſide: | | 
That all may do whate'er they can, | 
But they'll never love like an Iriſhman, 


The London folks themſelves beguile, 

And think they pleaſe in a eapital ſtile ; 

Yet let them aſk, as they 3 the ſtreet, 
Of any young virgin they happen to meet, 
And I know ſhe'll ſay, from behind her fan, _ 
That there's none can love like an Iriſhman, | | 1 
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Sang 992 Mr. Munoz,” in the new Pantomime of the 


Brus BAA DoD. 


Y name's Tippy Bob, 
| With a watch in each fob, \ 

| View me round on each fide and the top, 
| 1 am fure I'm the thing, 

Nay I wiſh 1 may ſwing, 
If I an't now a nice natty crop. 

I am up to each rig, 

Of my hat ſmoke the gig, 

Like candles my locks 1 

And look in my rear, 
As an oftrich Tm bare, 

But the knowingeſt ſmart of the ton. 
The girls cry out Bobby, 
Come here Bobby, pretty Bobby, 

Now ſqueaking, now * 
Then pulling and hauling, 
So ſmirking and pleaſing, 
So coaxing and teazing, | 
I can't get them out of my nob. WS 


My veſt a foot long, | 
Nine capes in a thr 
My breeches—my ſmall clothes 1 mean, 
| From my cheſt to my calf, 
Dan the mob! let them laugh, 
I dreſs not by them ts be ſeen. 
The ſtrings of my knees, 
Like a chevaux-de-frize, - 
- My boots to the ſmall of my leg; 
My ſtick the none-ſuch, 
| No crop can me touch, 
For I ſwear Fm at home to a 
"AST walk thre the ye ; 


* 
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Obſerve well my hogs * 
And the fall of | 
It's the thing! 4010 2 nl thing if dame 8 an't it, 
Ad this bow round my neck, N 
Would at leaſt hold a peek , \f 
It * catch ſome old Ducheſs too bean t 0 


hen under this collar, 
I've got a large roller,. A HY 
*Tis juſt like a huge-German ſauſage ; i 45 
And ſqueez d up ſo tight. obo hs 
hat by this good light. je. ee 


It goes nearly to ſtop up the  pallage, | 
As I walk thro', &c. Has 


W | 8 


 $0NGs i in ha WOODMAN. | 


DUET. 
ung by Mr BaTEs, and Airs. Davis. | 


1 I ] AVING brought my ſuit to iſſue, . 
I may venture cloſe to kiſs Youe.. 


Lovely Dolly !—deareſt Doll! 1 
Ever finging toll: de- roll. 


Dolly. Aye! but when my charms are fa!fng, 
Shall I then ſtill hear you calling 
„% Lovely Dolly !—deareſt Doll! 
Ever finging toll-de-roll? &c.“ 


Medley. You're a woman, l 
Faure 6 mam Bir. F ade for ever? 


Bath, Hold your head up now, my den ry 
Such a match for you, how clever 
You'll be convey'd far and near, 

Ever ſinging 9 roll, Kc. 
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THAT po, And IEG a creature? 
How prettily turn'd ev 6h feature: . 
"A mouth chaſtly fitnple ! 
A chin deck'd with Ample, 
1 A cheek that diſcloſes 8˙ 
"= ' Full-biown damaſk roſes, 8. 2 
= With a lip like a ruby that's dra um abr. 
. And Fas e err the bright morning 


by ARA Pol. | 
Ro JRun women ſhould ſhun tittle- tattle; 
Like ſun-dials, never ſhould prattle; 
Juſt tell what they're aſk'd, and be till ! 
But girls are ſo idle, | 


Thbeix tongue they won't bridle, 
So gallop it g0es—like the clack of a mill? 


We gentry you never hear rattle, 
Like furies engag'd in a battle: | 
Of taking we ſoon have our fill: . 
haut girls are ſo idle, &. 
- IRISH DRINKING SONG, 
i ritten by Mr. Dizpix, 


=_ - F the andients its ſpeaking my ſoul wou'd be 
11 aſter, | - 

. Dat they nevet got how come you ſo? 

—_—— _. Would you fariouſly make the good folks die with 


laughter? 
; 7 ˙ be ſure th&t dog's — we don't know, 


(2 
wid or ſmalliliow nonſenſe, and al your: queer 


Since ehe; 's a "liquor divine, | 
To be fure the old ancients, as well as the Pagers 
Did not bo afly ſup of good wine. 


Apicius and Af - a9 2uthors aſſure us, 
Would ſwig till as drunk as a beaſt,” 
Den what do you think of that rogue Epicurus * 
Was he not a tight hand at a feaſt? 
Wid your 'Tmalliliow, &. 


— te Great, at his banquets who drank 


. 54 5 more 1 orlds cou Id f ubdue, . N 
Shed tears 05 be 5 i ut twWas rar "of the tonkard, 
Jo reirel him—and would not you 
pre 1 way your Tmalliliow, &c. 
Den dat t this old fellow they called Ariſtatle, 
Such a devil of a ti "Pi: was he, 
That one night, avid þ en p too much of bis bottle, 
- The taef ſtagger” 4 into the lea. 
Wid your ſmalliliow, Rc. 
ben "2 made what they call of their wins a li- 
ation, 


Which as all authority quotes, 
They threw on the ground, muſha what boderation, 
To be ſure ' tas not thrown down their throats. 
Wid * ſmalliliow, &c.. 


A DROP OF THE CREATURE. 


12 aſk would you come ſor to go, 
How a true- 3 tar you'd diſcern, 
He's as honeſt a fellow I'd have you to know, 


As c er ſtept * ſtem and ſtern; 
MT 2 


232> 2007 kr 


. Let ratioks Pra "ik veſſel le” 
In his ſtation amid ſhips, or fore or aft, 
He tan pull away, caſt off, delay, 
Aloftf e slow, avaſt yeo ho! 
| And hand, reef, and. ſteer, . I 
| Know. each halliard and Jeers... | 
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—_ But my joy and delight 1 


Was on Saturday night, 
A drop of the creature to ent. | 


34 There was Nit, with a caſt in his eye, Saen R 


* 


3 | And Tom, with A timber to, 
_— And Mambling Will, for be hobbled aury, 


* ard © wounded a fighting the foe. 
Three lads, though crazy grown and Ba 
+> «As true a5 ever Burnbo drank; 
For they'd pull away,” . 


Ther over life's ocean Tt jog, UP hag 


4 


L 474% 2 ho bt Fo er at8 
* 


A + Let the ſtorm, or the Spaniards, come on; : 

% So but ſea-room I get, and my ſkit full of grog, 
; I fear neither devil nor den. 

AYRY For T am the lad that's ſpract and daft, 

TEL : In my ſtation amid ſhips, or fore, or aft, 
. ky 3 can pull away, "Ge... | | 

. Tux JOLLY FUSTIAN-CUTTER, 

3 BY Written by Mr. Exx1nGT0N, and ſung by him at the 
y | Theatre Royal, Mancheſter, 

23 | HEN Adam kept houſe in the garden of Eden, 
1 * His wiſe and himſelf nought but fruit had 
. do feed on; 1 

8 The fg-tree alone was their wardrobe we re told, 
5 No 1 _ needed for filver or gold. 


Derry down, &c. 


P 


. 


No caſh they e er wanted, no creditors knew, 
Whateyer they wiſh'd for, around them it grew ; 10; 


| Their clothes knew no cutting, their food ne'er felt 


\_ knife, 
Without thought of either, they } jogg d on thro life. 


Derry down, &. 
bier Hee to this, Sirs, how alter'd the caſe, 


Now cutting's the game for tood, clothing, and place; 
Tis cut as cat can all the world thro* we ſee, 


But who cut fo fairly, yet confiant as we? 


Derry down, &. 
Six days out of ſeven, from morning till night, 


Far à living we cut; who can ſay we're not right? 
Tho many eroſe-cuts i in this life we may find, 
5 t-, ftrait forwars's $ the cut to my mic. 


Derry down, &c. 


One neighbour bis neighbour may cat out of place, 
Such cutting can't bone/ty look in the face; 
The gameſter, the cards he may cut to himſelf, 


Tho' the ſtake he ſecures tis but ill -· gotten pelf. 


Derry down, Ker. 


The ſpruce Sd i. as fine as a jay, 

His © Capers may cut, and his kit he may play: 
e can mnatebbim, Iwar'nt, if our work we purſue, 
Nor the 2 E alone, but the multon cut too. 


Derry down, c. 


May George ſit ſecure on a peaceable thrane ; 
Nor v eee ſtandard be ever cut down; : 


Should the Spaniards again dare to venture à rub. 


| Their whiſkers bed—g: they our F tian can 'tdrub, 


* down, &. 
D 3 


' 
Long may F uftian Cutters, in ſweet harmony, 
United work on, with the merchants agree: 
No ſtriſe or contentions ariſe to appal, 


Til Death, that by Garters, ſhall cut for us all. 
| Derry down, &c. 
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- o BILL BOBSTAY. hes 
e Written and compoſed by Mr. Dom. 


IGHT lads have I fail'd with but none Cer ſo 
8 ſightly, 
"Ka honeſt Bill Bobſtay ſo kind and ſo true; . 

- He'd fing like a mermaid, and foot it fo lightly, 

3 The forecaſtle's pride, . the delight of 'the crew. 
=_ - But poor as a beggar, and often in tatters | 

| K. went, though his fortune was kind without end, 
'* money, cried Bill, and them there ſort of mat 


: Dd 5+ ters, % ' , 4 
For money, &c. | 
What s the is on't, "_ "4 but to o fuccour 2 
friend. 
There's 5s Nipcheeſe the purſer, by grinding nd 
ſqueezing, - 


Firſt pland'ring, then leaving the ſhip like a rat; F 
The eddy of fortune ſtands on a ſtiff breeze in, 
| And mounts, fierce as fire, a dog vane in his hat! 
- My bark, though hard ſtorms on life's ocean ſhould 
_ rock her, 


7 Tho ſhe roll in misfortune, and pitch end for end, 
1 No, never ſhall Bill keep a ſhot i 15 the locker, 
8 When by handling it out he can ſuccour a friend. 


12 wem throw out their wipes and cry. ſpight of 
Ja the croſſes, 
„ — of toil that ſo hardly they bore, 


4 


% 5 


That * Sailors at ſea earn War money like horſes, 
« To ſquander it 1dly like aſſes aſhore.” 
Such lubbers their jaw vous dane up, could they 
meaſure | 
By their feeling, the gen'rous delight without end, 
That gives birth in us tars to that trueſt of pleaſure, 8 
The handling our rhino to ſuccour a friend. 


Why what's all this nonſenſe they talk of and pother, 
All about right's of man, what a plague are _ 
"Als 1 > 
If they mean that each man to his meſsmate' 8 2 
brother, 

Why the lubberly ſwabs, ev'ry fool can tell chat. 

| The Tight's of us Britons we know's to be loyal, 

In our country's defence our laſt moments to ſpend, 
To fight up to the ears to protect the blood royal, 

To be true to our wives —and to ſuccour a friend. 


: 


par Nicur; on, Wave's AND SWEETHEARTS, 
Written by Mr. Db. 5 


3 IS ſaid we vent'rous die-hards, when we leave 
the ſhore, 
Our friends ſhould mourn, leſt we return to bleſs 
their fight no more; 
Zut this is all a notion, bold Jack can't underſtand, 
Some die upon the ocean, and ſome on land. 
Then ſince 'tis clear, howe' er we ſteer, 
No man's liſe's under his command, 
Let tempeſts howl, and billows roll, i danger 
reſs, 
Of theſe, in ſpight, there are ſome j joys us jolly tars 
___ to bleſs, 
For Saturday night ſtill comes my boys, to drink to 
Poll and Beſs, - 


« PN 


FEY ſeaman hands the ſails, another heaves the log, 
The purſer ſwops our pay for ſlops, the landlord 


falls us grog, 
Thus each man to his ſtation, to keep life's ſhip i in 


g trim, 

What argufies noration, the reſt is fortune's whim; 
Cheerly my hearts, then play your parts, 
Boldly reſolve to fink or f wim, 

The mighty urge, may ruin urge, and danger 

| prets, 

For all the wor Tl like the ropes aboatd a ſhip, 

Each man's Trigg ns a veſſel Nout, to. take for life 

4 a trip; 

fo The Ghirouds, 4 ſays, and braces, are j Joys, and 

f | hapes, and fears, 

The gy mage ſheets, and.traces, jolt as each paſ- 


veers; 
And whim prevails, direct the ſails, 
As on the ſea of life he ſteers, 
Then let the ſtorm, heav'n's face deform, and dan- 
ger preſs, &c. 


THE YORKSHIRE FARMER. 
Sung by Mr. Baxxkr. 


__ Song IJ will ſing unto you, 

A ſong of a merry intent; 
It is of a filly old 2 | 
f That went to pay his rent. 
ins La, lal, la, Ke. 
And as he Was riding along, | a 
And riding along ha highway, - 


And unto him he did ſay, &c. 


A gentleman thief, Nipt before the old man, 


N 
; 


(45 = 


| How dare you ride alone? 15 
So many thieves there be, 

I they ſhould light of you, 
They'd rob you of your Wande 6e. 


11 they ſhou'd light of me, TS. 
They wou'd be very ill ſped ; 2 * 
For to tell you the truth, kind Ar, 
My money in my ſadäle Tue big. &c. 


80 as they were riding along, 
And going down a hill, * 4 

' "This gentleman thief ſlipt ' before the old hn, 
And he bid him to Nana Rill, Kc. 


| The old man being cunning, 


As in this world there are many; 


He threw the ſaddle o'er the hedge, 


| Saying, fetch it if thou wou'd'ſt have any. 


\ The thief being greedy of money, 


He thought there had been bags; 
Then with a ruſty old ſword; 
He chopt the ſaddle to rags, &c. 


The old man put his foot in tle lürrup. 


And preſently he got aſtride; 


He put the thief's horſe to a gallop; 


You need not bid the old man ride, c. | 


Nay ſtay, nay ſtay, fays the thief, 


And half of the money thou'ſt have; 
Nay, by my troth, ſays the old man, 
For once I have cheated a knave, &c. 


So the old man rode along, 4 


And went with a merry devotion ; | 
Saving, if ever I live to get home, 


"Twill enlarge my n 8 portion, ke. 
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10.46.) 


And having arrived home, _ 
And got there with a werry intent ; ; 
Says he, ” land! lord, ſhew me a room, 
And Til pay you your half year's rent, &c, 
They ned the thief 's por te 
And fa it there was fo 3 adds 
A hundred pounds in filver, ; 2 
Anda e pounds 1 in gold. 
Fes Lal, 82 la, Kc. 
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My HEART © is DEVOTED dear MARY to thee. 


* Sung by Mr. Cokopos. | 
HO ks mules ne'er ſmile by the light of the 
un, 
Let they viſit my cot whey my labour is done; 
while on my pillow of ſtraw I recline, 
wreath of ſweet flow'rets they fportively twine, 
But in vain the fair damſels weave chaplets for me, 


For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. 


Full oft I refle& on my indigent ſtate, : 
But reflection and reaſon are ever too late: 
They tell me I figh for too beauteaus a fair, 
Hows fill Ay fad wiſhes with doubts and deſpair, 
_ kindly ſmiling averts the decree, 
12 2 my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. 


When the ſhrill pipe and tabor proclaim the light 
dance, 

With tranſports I ſee my PR Mary advance, 

Then ſuch grace ſhe diſplays while ſhe trips mid 
the throng, 

That each Shepherd with raptures to her tunes his 
ſong, 

But by none ſhe's be low d with ſuch truth as dy me, 

For th heart is devoted, dear 2 to thee. 


% 


7 


e. 


© 


( 47 | 5 2595 
T ſhou'd ſailors do on ſhore, 


| Kiſs the girls, and toſs the can; _ - 25 
When the cannons ceaſe to roar, We 


Sweet's 'the voice of ſmiling Nan, 
Bring me firſt a ſpacious bowl, 
Deeper than's pluramier's Tound ; - 
Give me next, à generous ſoul, 
That in loving knows no bound: 
Towing ever let it be, 

If the tide good liquor move; 
Thus; my hearts, let's keep at ſea 

Sailing With the girls we love | 

What ſhou'd failors, tee.” 


- Nancy. be my true loves name, 


And to compliment my dear, 
Bonny ſhip ſecure thy fame, 
Thou the darling title bear, 


To guard and bleſs thy favourite realm, 


Smiling thus, old Neptune ſpoke, 
I plate my William at thy helm, 
Royal Will is heart of oak; 
Whether moor'd, or on a cruiſe, — 
Sailors ſtill in peace or war, 


Poiſe the linſtock, brim the booze, 


. "Sing, he live the royal tar. 
What ſhou'd failors, 4. 


. or VENUS. , 


Sung by Mr. BowpEN. 


HO! Bacchys may boaſt of his care-killing bowl, 
And folly in thought-drowning revels delight, 
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n 3 alas! 0] * Ml for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devotion the ſenſes invite. 

To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 
_ - » His potion oblivious a balm may beſtow ; : 

But to fancy, that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
The death uf re Ur birth of all woe « : 


What foul that's poſſe of. a dream ſo divines 
| = With riot would bid the ſweet viſion be gone? 
For the tear that bedews ſenſibility's ſhrine,  :+ 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tan, 
The tender exceſs that enamours the heart 
To few is imparted to millions deny d; 
Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart 
And fools jeſt at that for which — have dy d' 


Each change and exceſs hath thro” life r 
doom, I 
And well can 1 ſpeak of its joys fad its ſtrife; | 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe tho' the gloom ; 
But love $ the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life. - 


Come then, "roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my fight, 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul; 

Awake in my breaſt-the ſoft dream of delivht, * 

And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl. 

Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 

Nor Cer, jolly od! from the banquet remove: 

But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 
That's mellow d by — and * by 

love. 
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